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INTRODUCTION 


The Best 
Location 
In The 
Nation... 


by Marty Pahls 


Robert Crumb, 18, high school graduate, 
unemployed, stood at the edge of a des- 
erted swimming pool in Dover, Delaware. 
He was trying to decide whether to com- 
mit suicide by throwing himself in. Alien- 
ated at home by his battling parents, 
stymied by art projects he was finding vain 
and fruitless, frustrated with girls and sex 
(ог the lack of them), disgusted by the 
1962-era materialism he saw around him, 
with no circle of friends and no vision or 
hope of anything better, he was tempted 
by "complete oblivion. . .I stood by the 
pool for about half an hour, trying to get 
up the courage to jump in.” 

Then he turned, stoop-shouldered, head 
lowered, and shuffled away; and Zap 
Comics, Fritz the Cat, Mr. Natural, and 
а mind-blowing parade of creations to 
come were saved from "complete obliv- 
ion 

Shortly before, Robert had visited me 
and my family in Kent, Ohio, where I was 
busy graduating from college and plan- 
ning, sheepskin in hand, to invade the job 
market. We'd hunted old phonograph 
records, talked endlessly about comics, 
and hung out at the Student Union, where 
1 introduced Robert to my friends and to 
my girl, Barb Brock (“the dear sweet,” he 
called her). “Before I went on that trip," 
he says, “1 was really at the lowest point. 
After that I saw that there was some hope 
of connecting with the outside world. It 
was the first time Td ever been in any kind 
of university scene. . .I felt that I could 
onnect somehow with those kinds of 
people." 

Brother Charles, whose enthusiasm for 
comics had started them both drawing 
when they were in grade school, wasn't 
much help at lifting Robert's spirits. “1 
was in livid fear of his judgment of my 
work—his criticism or his comments. Не 
would criticize and encourage, both. He 


was a hard taskmaster" But Charles's 
compulsion to draw waned rapidly after 
their first venture in publishing, the 
humorzine Foo, failed to sell at Dover 
High School. 

Robert's brooding, lonely feelings were 
reflected by the “ВШу Bean" drawings in 
his ever-present sketchbooks. “Тһе little 
character with the hair parted in the 
middle is supposed to be the inner me 
sorta. . With him I portray actual experi- 
ences of my own, with emphasis on the 
lovelorn side of my nature." 

That side was goaded to new heights of 
frustration when Joan Taber—another 
Dover High graduate, who might have 
stepped out of a later Crumb drawing— 
drifted into his life. Their relationship was 
"sombre and intense. We would walk 
around Dover and sit by the lake, јак 
about life and philosophy: what does it all 
mean and that kind of stuff. 

“I didn't know how to break the sex bar- 
rier. I had this heavy romantic come-on 
to any girl who paid any attention to me 
at all. It was obvious to her that I was 
sexually really hungry and desperate." But 
Robert was also helplessly shy, and Joan 
Taber soon drifted out again. 

Just at this new low point, he received 
а letter that ultimately would change every 
aspect of his life. As so often happens, a 


trivial event started things: my roommate, 
Dave Sroczynski, with whom I was shar- 
ing an apartment on Cleveland's Carnegie 
Avenue, moved out. So I wrote Robert and 
asked him if he'd like to cut the family tie, 
join me, and try his luck in my home 
town. “That was а momentous occasion 
in my life. Charles had no plans to do 
anything. The way my mother was I could 
have stayed there indefinitely. It was the 
only opportunity or prospect I had in the 
world.” 

But work prospects weren't bright and 
Robert was realistic about the situation. 
“When I first got to Cleveland I had по 
idea of getting any art job at all. 1 remem- 
ber going and applying for stock clerk 
positions at Higbee's and department 
stores down around Public Square.” Then 
I suggested he try the Ohio state employ- 
ment office. “1 had the semblance of a 
portfolio, just in case: high school news- 
paper covers, fake album covers, the 
black-and-white Arcade cover with the 
rock "п' roll singer and his manager; stuff 
like that." 

The job counselor who interviewed 
Robert didn't even look at the portfolio, 
but that didn't matter: he simply got on 
the phone and called up American Greet- 
ings, the nation's number-two greeting 
card publisher (after Hallmark), who were 


located оп Cleveland's West Side lake- 
front. “ГИ always remember that old риу,” 
says Robert. “Не gave me my break.” This 
“sell job” worked and Robert took the 
rapid transit out to the grim red-brick 
complex (once a factory for Winton and 
Baker motorcars and Otis elevators) and 
was scrutinized by the personnel man, “an 
Armenian with pores the size of your 
thumb.” 

“I just assumed that they only hired real 
professionals, but as a matter of fact they 
hired dozens of incompetent kids out of 
art school to do color separations. Maybe 
you could work your way up to doing 
those stupid cards.” Thus Robert was 
mildly shocked when he was told to report 
to the Training Department the following 
Monday. “1 couldn't believe 1 had an art 
job—here I am just starting out. I just 
thought 1 was the luckiest guy in the world 
I had that crummy job...I assumed I 
would fail in Cleveland and have to go 
home.” A year or two before, Charles had 
fled the family meatgrinder for Califor- 
nia, and returned a month later with his 
tail between his legs, never to try again. 

The training department bore an eerie 
resemblance to boot camp, as formerly 
conducted by Robert's father (a one-time 
Marine Corps drill instructor), with air- 
brushes instead of bayonets. Separators, 
seated at light tables, were trained to 
render absolutely faultless copies of tem- 
pera and watercolor paintings and pastel 
drawings. “Some artist would make a card 
—he'd paint that scrollwork in gold on the 
original art. The color separator had to put 
a piece of acetate over the original art and 
trace it very exactly and precisely in black 
ink—and that would be the gold separa- 
tion." 

It was incredibly precise work, involv- 
ing croquille and mechanical Rapidograph 
drawing pens and India ink—materials 
that rough-pencil sketcher Robert had 
stayed away from till now. Also, “I learned 
how to use airbrushes and do different 
color tones—grey tones, ten to 90 per- 
cent." Separators had to rub on various 
layers of adhesive-backed masking paper: 
"And, while you're pulling the mask off, 
if you just happen to nick the surface of 
the acetate where you airbrushed a grey 
tone, it would be ruined. People were 
dropping like flies in the training depart- 
ment. They couldn't cut it. 

"Everything American Greetings did 
was hand-separated. The average color 
separator was getting 85 bucks a week. By 
the time I realized what I was being 
trained to do, I thought it was really 
bizarre!" 

Robert spent four months of a very 
bleak Cleveland winter in the Training 
Department. “ГИ always remember that 


period as being dark.” To reach the time 
clock ahead of punch-in time, he had to 
get up before dawn, plow through frozen 
snowdrifts across East Boulevard and up 
the steps to the rapid transit platform, then 
shiver in the blasting wind off Lake Erie 
waiting for a train that would carry him 
to the other side of the city, where a bus 
ride and another cold, slippery walk 
brought him to the greeting-card fortress. 
It would be long after dark when he 
returned to our basement apartment in a 
decaying, soot-grimed building at East 
107th and Carnegie (now long torn down). 

1 can remember the sound of Robert's 
footsteps approaching down the narrow 


hallway—slow, weary, shuffling, like a 
suffering character out of a Dostoievski 
novel. The job routine bored him, staring 
through the acetate at the lightboard made 
his eyes ache—but, as І preached to him, 
he was learning hand-to-eye coordination, 
learning to use professional materials and 
techniques. And receiving the munificent 
sum of $60 a week! But wasn't this better 
than going to art school, where you had 
to pay them, with no guarantee of a job 
even if you graduated? Robert pulled his 
earmuff-framed head down into the collar 
of his Salvation Army store coat, chewed 
his frostbitten lip, and hung on. 

Those were the days when Cleveland's 
boosters were calling it “Тһе Best Loca- 
tion in the Nation." (Local wags immedi- 
ately redubbed it "The Mistake on the 
Lake.”) Born in Cleveland, I was endlessly 
fascinated by its gritty streets and buil- 
dings, sagging frame houses, smoky rail- 
yards, and the high weatherbeaten bridges 
over “the flats,” low-lying factory tracts 
strung for miles along the winding, 
copper-colored Cuyahoga River. Like a lot 
of Clevelanders, I harbor a kind of per- 
verse civic pride just below the surface— 
where else can you find a river that's offi- 
cially declared a fire hazard?—so, in spite 
of weather, Robert and I spent many of our 
off-work hours riding the busses and 
trackless trolleys up and down Superior 
Avenue, Lorain Avenue, Buckeye Road, 


Woodland, Madison, Denison, from 
Public Square to Rocky River or Euclid 
Beach amusement park and points in 
between. 

In 1962, one of the most spectacularly 
seedy areas of the city was near our own 
apartment, centered a few blocks away at 
East 105th Street and Euclid Avenue. 
Adjacent to Case-Western Reserve Univer- 
sity, Severance Hall, and the Cleveland 
Museum of Art, it had been a middle-class 
Jewish area in the 1920s. But now it was 
the transportation hub, entertainment 
center, and focus of streetlife for Cleve- 
land's enormous black population. A 
stroll down Euclid, from Cleveland Clinic 
and Abood's Foods at East 100th, past the 
plywood-shuttered Alhambra Theatre and 
the humanity-clogged crossroads itself (it 
was at East 105th and Euclid that the па- 
tion’s first traffic light is said to have been 
installed, in 1914) to the Greyhound sta- 
tion at East 107th, took you past countless 
bars (all of them churning out electric jazz 
organ music), rib joints, conk parlors, 
storefront tabernacles, and, of course, 
Rebel's 13-Cent Hamburgers. Not to men- 
tion, every night along the south side of 
Euclid between Hunnerd-Five and Hun- 
nerd-Seven, one of the choicest collections 
of streetwalkers in Christendom. 

Robert, innocent that he was, discovered 
them one evening while walking home 
from the bus. “This pimp came up to me 
and said, “Неу, man, could you use a little 
heater for tonight?’ I said, ‘Gee, I don't 
know. I asked him, “How much does it 
cost?' and I told him, "The idea's kind of 
interesting, but you know I've never slept 
with a woman. I'm kinda shy. 

“Не practically fell down on the ground 
—he couldn't believe it. Nineteen years 
old and never slept with a woman! Just 
unheard of in his world! The first time ће 
did it, he was 12. “Well, any time you're 
ready, just let me know—I’ll line you up!” 

Frustration was all the more bitter for 
Robert because Barb was bussing up from 
Ohio State University in Columbus to 
spend every third or fourth weekend with 
me; and, in between, there were other 
girls. When privacy demanded, he would 
pull on his coat, shuffle to the door, and 
trudge the snowy streets, or warm his toes 
in the Reserve student union, drinking a 
half-pint carton of milk and drawing in his 
composition books the sketches and Fritz 
stories presented here for the first time. 
Later, the books would be passed around, 
never failing to elicit awed interest from 
the female guests—which generally 
caused Robert to beat a blushing retreat 
into the next room. 

Nevertheless, his longing for contact 
with the opposite sex was finding an outlet 
—of a sort. "There was this black girl that 
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used to get on the rapid every day at the 
stop after University Circle. She'd always 
за behind me and we'd play footsie under 
the seat. She was real bold about it, too. 
This went on for a couple of months. She'd 
always get off downtown—I never spoke 
35 her. One time she got on and she almost 
== down next to me, and then decided not 
ж. She sat down behind me and we played 
fbotsie. 

“She was real attractive—tall, with 
glasses. 1 remember one time we were 
playing footsie and this black guy got on 
the rapid and sat down next to her and 
handed her all this jive. She wasn't say- 
¿mg much to him, and all the time we were 
playing footsie under the seat.” 

At Christmas 1962 Robert paid a visit 
то the family, who had moved to Upper 
Darby, just outside Philadelphia. Things 
жеге as grim as ever: “Гуе never since 
stayed there more than three days at a 
time.” Charles was still obsessed with his 
own hermetically sealed, inward world. 
There were a few final attempts at two- 
man comics, with Robert drawing his 
characters and dialogue (as well as all the 
backgrounds) in the composition book, 
and Charles responding for a few pages 
with his characters and dialogue. But then 
Charles would lose interest rapidly, leav- 
ing Robert to supply all cues, and it soon 
became clear that the days of the two-mans 
were over. 

Robert's confidence in a future for his 
ап had never been lower. “I'd pretty much 
given up on being a professional comic 
artist. ..I was compelled to draw them 
just for my own satisfaction, and thought 
someday maybe they'd be appreciated. I 
didn't think about getting any of that stuff 
published.” 

Shortly after Christmas, Robert was 
back in Cleveland. “On New Year's Eve 
we went down to Public Square and went 
їп a hamburger joint. This bum 一 the 
waitress started shaking him: ‘Hey! Wake 
up! Wake up!” And his head slid off the 
counter, and there was this big smear of 
blood. He just fell on the floor, and she 
said, ‘Oh shit!” We got out of there!” 

Around this time, also, Robert ex- 
perienced another epiphany—a somewhat 
more positive one that turned out to be 
prophetic, and then some. Walking home 
from the bus one night he noticed a tiny 
fortune-telling shop in а storefront. 
“There was a little Gypsy parlor there, 
right on 105th Street. . . A little hole-in- 
the-wall place. . .Just out of curiosity I 
went in there. 

"She was very quick. Cost me two 
bucks. She said, ‘Don’t worry. You luck's 
agonna change—don't worry.” 

Robert's luck didn't improve with his 
first promotion at American Greetings, 


which came later that winter. “1 remember 
going up my first day in Color Separation, 
and—'OK, here's your first job.” Glop! 
Throw this card on my drawing table. It's 
this cute puppydog drawn by a girl artist, 
with real rough loose brushstrokes and 
outlines in some kind of textured pencil 
- » Then a little bit of drybrush or colored 
pencil for the cheeks. “Оһ my God, how 
am I gonna duplicate this? The artists 
who did the original gave no thought for 
the problems of the separator at all. . .The 
color separators were the bottom of the 
ladder.” 

This work was obviously not going to 
be К. Crumb's glass of tea. It was “worse 


“This one guy had a German accent and 
alittle goatee. Sometimes my eyes would 
get so tired from the lightboard Га just 
start to nod out. He would tap you on the 
shoulder—'Hey! бей to vork!” I was real- 
ly thinking about quitting—it was just too 
demanding.” 

But Robert stuck to it. Sticking to it 
seems to have been an AG tradition. The 
company’s founder, Jacob Saperstein, died 
in 1987 at age 102, still in command—his 
last birthday request having reportedly 
been a new book on computer applica- 
tions. The legend was that he started out 
around the turn of the century peddling 
postcards from a pushcart on Russian Hill. 


than the training department.” Sometimes 
it took Robert a full five-day week just to 
do separations for one card. He was con- 
sidered “a little slow” —not surprising for 
a beginner—but this didn’t prevent him 
from receiving a $5-a-week raise. 

Robert looked at the Kafkaesque scene 
around him and shuddered. Some of his 
fellow inmates had been doing separations 
in that room for 20 years, including some 
highly skilled craftsmen—Europeans 
whose mastery of intricate engraving tech- 
niques prevented them from ever being 
promoted to the rarefied ranks of Finished 
Art. “People that worked there were all 
a little bit batty. They used to make crazy 
jungle noises over the cubicles at each 
other all day—bird calls and weird sounds. 

“There were like a hundred artists in 
this giant room. The partitions were only 
four feet tall because they had these 
‘checkers’ that would walk up and down 
the aisle between the cubicles—their heads 
were right over the partition level. They 
could look and make sure what you were 
doing. They had clipboards. 


During Robert's tenure, operations were 
in the hands of his sons, who had changed 
their name to Stone. “There was a lot of 
anti-Semitism in the lower echelons— 
pretty much across the board among all 
the artists and a lot of the writers. The 
bosses were these stereotypical ruthless 
Jewish characters. There weren't too many 
Jewish artists or writers working there.” 

There wasn't any union, either, and 
Robert paints a picture very few notches 
above a garment-district loft before the 
Triangle Fire. During a guided tour of the 
production plant, he observed “all these 
Okie rednecks working at machines. They 
had this embossing stamper, and a woman 
had to put the cards in these things com- 
ing down. I said, Jeez! Isn't that a little 
dangerous there for your fingers?' and the 
guy said, 'NONOIT'SNOTDANGEROUSAT- 
ALL!’ She said, "The h-a-i-/ it isn't!” And 
the guy whisked us away.” 

Robert returned from his Christmas 
visit to Philadelphia with an incredible ar- 
ray of beautiful multi-hued Prismacolor 
pencils. He would create Arcade covers 
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by drawing (and lettering in reverse) оп 
transparent acetate in India ink, then col- 
oring with the Prismacolors on the frosted 
or matte side. Turning the sheet over, he 
would have a cover for his latest composi- 
tion book that featured his increasingly 
tight, skilled rendering—plus color with 
subtlety and depth approaching the 19th- 
century chromolithographed cartoons of 
Dalrymple, Davenport, and Kemble that 
we admired in the ancient pages of Puck 
and Judge. 

These beautiful results—plus his still- 
unrequited sex urge—inspired his biggest 
art project to date. “I kinda had a crush 
on this girl artist at AG—giant Latvian girl 
with this lit-tle ti-ny voice. I was going to 
do this book and just give it to her.” 

The story was rendered on one side of 
each page in a bound hardcover book with 
blank sheets—probably a paper salesman's 
sample liberated from American Greet- 
ings. “The tricky thing about doing that 
Big Yum Yum Book was I had to pencil the 
panels really carefully 'cause I put the col- 
or on over the pencil. There had to be only 
the thinnest outlines remaining, 'cause the 
inking went on after the colored pencil.” 

The theme of The Big Yum Yum Book's 
story, “Oggie and the Beanstalk,” springs 
directly from the “Fritz the Cat” tale in 
Arcade #29, which he'd just completed. 
Ogden, the hung-up ne'er-do-well toad— 
another К. Crumb simulacrum—lived in 
an island-city packed cheek-by-jowl with 
animals of every description, including 
swarms of ladybugs similar to the “creepy 
crawling thing” that invades the suitcase 
in the “Fritz” story. Just as Fritz inadver- 
tently brings on disaster by starting a fire 
in the subway, Oggie provokes the wrath 
of the gods by drunkenly stomping a 
passel of ladybugs—then attempting to 
conceal his crime by burying them under 
the stone floor. Like Jack's beans, they 
sprout into a monster growth. It threatens 
to destroy the city. Carried into the sky 
by the beanstalk, Oggie lands on a lush 
green planet and meets its sole inhabitant 
—a giant, zaftig, naked teen-age girl 
named Guntra. 


Getting up early, going to bed late, 
Robert worked on The Big Yum Yum Book 
through the frigid early months of 1963— 
before work, after work, weekends, in dim 
light on a plain kitchen table, breaking on- 
ly for runs to Godfrey Holmes to buy 
more Prismacolors. (“I didn't even get а 
drawing board till about 1980,” he admits.) 
Soon, not unnaturally, he decided not to 
give it to its heroine's namesake. Ultimate- 
ly, however, Robert did give away The Big 
Yum Yum Book—to his first wife, Dana. 
She holds the copyright (the book was 
published by The Scrimshaw Press, San 
Francisco, 1975), but would not license the 
publication rights to Fantagraphics Books 
一 which is why it isn't here. 

The rise, fall, and metamorphosis of 
Oggie, as it accreted day by day in 
glorious color in the little 5" by 8" book, 
was followed with fascination by other 
eyes 一 not just mine and Barb's, but those 
of a growing number of friends, guests, 
and hangers-on who were beginning to 
spend time at the Carnegie Avenue apart- 
ment. Some of them were fellow fans of 
1920s jazz, who came to listen to records, 
talk records, and trade records. Discophile 
Dave Ski introduced Robert and me to a 
collector and critic for Down Beat maga- 
zine, who lived three blocks away at East 
107th and Deering—future collaborator 
and American Splendor writer/publisher 
Harvey Pekar. It would be more than 20 
years before Harvey achieved a measure 
of late-night national notoriety on 7he 
David Letterman Show, but already his 
frenetic style was present: the distilled 
energy, waving arms, beads of sweat, 
flashing eyes—the working-class social 
critique, even the woman troubles. “1 just 
thought Harvey was the classic beatnik,” 
says Robert. "This wild intense Jewish 
guy into bebop music—kind of talked jive 
lingo a little bit—this real seething char- 
acter. He had these wacky modern-art 
paintings in his place—which he still has: 
the same cruddy paintings, but they're all 
covered with grime.” 

Harvey had grown up in a tough 
racially-mixed area around East 1315! and 


Kinsman. Though he's a believer in peace 
and quiet, even to the extent of never seek- 
ing a job more vocationally aggressive 
than hospital clerk, his readiness to hold 
his own when pressed was already becom- 
ing a local legend. There was the story 
that Harvey came home one day, found a 
six-foot-plus intruder rifling his apart- 
ment, grabbed the luckless fellow by the 
collar and the seat of his pants, frog- 
marched him to the front porch, and 
dumped him down the steps. 

At any rate, Robert vouches for one ex- 
ample of Pekar's tenacity from the early 
"705, when “urban removal" finally oblit- 
erated our gloriously grungy neighbor- 
hood. **Harvey was one of the last hold- 
outs on Deering. He lived in one of this 
old row of houses and they were tearing 
them down, starting at the eastern end. He 
was still living there—and the next house 
was gone. He just didn't want to move.” 

Another vaguely music-oriented clique 
orbited around La Cave, a folknik coffee 
house in a capacious basement directly 
across Euclid from Prosty Row. Although 
the sounds were rarely to Robert's taste 
(“Joan Baez goody-goody shrieking”), the 
ambience did attract Western Reserve 
coeds and high school girls down from 
Cleveland Heights, with doe eyes, pressed 
hair, and a penchant for remembering the 
correct words (if not the correct chord 
changes) to any protest ditty from Sing 
Out! at the drop of a capo. 

La Cave was an evenings-only, per- 
formance-oriented venue, not a place for 
chess games and quiet prolonged dissec- 
tion of Joyce, Freud, and Marx. But a nas- 
cent artsy-leftsy fringe did cluster under 
the espresso fumes, and Robert and 1 
began milling with them on their own turf, 
which tended to center a mile or so out 
Euclid, around a calm backwater called 
Hessler Road. Narrow, tree-lined, and 
enclosed by old three-story row houses, 
Hessler was a street of quiet charm, one 
of the last in Cleveland to retain a stretch 
of its original wooden paving blocks. 
Several members of the Cleveland Orches- 
tra, then under George Szell, had apart- 
ments there (Severance Hall was just a few 
blocks away) and, on a warm summer 


evening when everyone's windows were 
open, you could stroll down the street and 
get quite a concert as they practiced. 

For Robert the big attraction on Hessler 
was the apartment of three girls who sur- 
faced at La Cave from time to time: Gail, 
Karen, and Roberta. “The first time I ever 
got involved with women was with these 
three crazies. I was so thrilled I was actu- 
ally accepted by these girls. . . I was kinda 
flirting with Roberta and she was going 
for it. They were all into being wild and 
having fun. That was a particularly mo- 
mentous occasion, the night І met them. 
They thought 1 was cool; they liked my 
artwork.” 

The dominatrix of this roost was 
definitely Gail, who “looked like a chub- 
bier Liz Taylor. Schizoid Jewish brat-girl 
—she was a really irritating obnoxious 
person, but she let me kiss her and make 
out with her. . When they locked her in 
the mental ward, 1 was the only one who 
visited her in the hospital. 1 remember 
going to see her and they had this locked 
door with a window in it. . .I remember 
her little face peering out at me before they 
unlocked the door." 

The favors didn't all flow in one direc- 
tion between Gail and Robert. “I used to 
stay after work for hours every night work- 
ing on these things to give girls. . . A fan- 
tastic locomotive with a face on the front 
of it and all painted silver. . . A cathedral- 
radio-shaped thing with a window with a 
doll in there. You pulled this knob and this 
little frog comes out from under her 
dress" For Gail he concocted "another 
radio thing...hearts all around it that 
were cut out, and faces inside these hearts 
that I got out of an old arcade machine 
from Gene's Funny House on Ninth 
Street, with these heart-shaped windows 
on them with little faces of *your secret 
lover.” 

But this love gift had a short life. “I 
went over there one day and saw it all torn 
apart. 1 went, “What happened to that 


| thing I made you?’ She said, “Оһ, I had 


a little attack of paranoia and 1 thought 
there was a bomb in it and 1 tore it apart, 
ha ha Ва’ Very amusing—I spent two 
weeks working on it.” 

The contrast could hardly have been 
greater between Robert's new friends and 
his fellow-sufferers back in Color Separa- 
tion. “The ones that 1 met at American 
Greetings were all working class, with a 
different attitude. Some of those people 
were shocked when I told them that I lived 
on the East Side, around 105th and 
Euclid" There was one AG friend, 
however, who was definitely not shocked. 
Larry Raybourne had grown up in a small- 
time theatrical family downtown on West 
Superior, where a cliff-face of crumbling 


bay-windowed brownstones drops from 
the old High Level Bridge abutment into 
the flats. A writer for Hi Brows, American 
Greetings’ new, wisecracking line of 4” 
by 9” cartoon cards, Raybourne had also 
absorbed more than his share of life’s 
vicissitudes and shared Robert's predilec- 
tion for the mordant, kinky response. 

Robert's art fascinated Raybourne— 
especially the tiny cartoon figures and 
drawings with which he compulsively 
filled the white paper taped around the 
frosted glass of his light table. Raybourne 
began bringing along friends from Hi 
Brows, eventually including Tom Wilson, 
head of the department. Wilson took a 
good look at the light-table doodlings, 
pulled a few strings, and, in the summer 
of 1963, Robert was transferred to the Hi 
Brow Department. 


“It was totally different from Color 
Separation,” Robert recalls. “It was 
shocking at first.” The people were in- 
teresting and creative, the pace was re- 
laxed, and, best of all, there were no 
“checkers.” “All those guys used to come 
up to me when I first worked there and 
whisper to me, ‘Crumb, slow down, 
you're making us look bad. You don't have 
to work that hard up here. They’re going 
to up their expectations of our production 
level if you keep this up. I thought they 
were kidding. I couldn't comprehend the 
idea they didn’t want you to work as hard 
as you could.” 

Now Robert felt he'd been brainwashed 
“by the slavedrivers downstairs in the 
galley. Suddenly it dawned on me I was 
getting paid more money to do less work 
—how unfair the whole system was. All 
these writers and artists and everything, 
but in this industrial setting.” It was weird- 
ly parallel to the Fritz Lang movie Metro- 
polis, only with the dynamos churning out 
“Happy Birthday” and “Get Well Soon” 
instead of power-plant energy. 

Even the neighborhood where Ameri- 
can Greetings was located had, under its 
surface ordinariness, a welter of quirky 
details. When I was little, my grandparents 
had lived just a short walk away, on West 
9151 Street, and from my sailor-suit days 


Га been familiar with every brick side- 
street and dusty storefront: Viking Road, 
Baltic Road, Silk Avenue; the Stradno 
Violin Repair Shop, Quare’s Drug Store; 
Mayflower Trucking, with the same dim 
scale-model trailer in the same flyspecked 
window that had sat there when I went by 
in my Taylor Tot. 

This part of Cleveland—which, so far 
as I know, never was referred to by a 
district or neighborhood name—in 1963 
stood frozen in time. (One mildly deliri- 
ous night a few years later, Robert and I 
figured out that it was the original of the 
Moppets’ and Thompkins’ neighborhood 
in Little Lulu.) On the south side of 
Detroit Avenue at West 76th “there was 
a really really plain workingman’s restaur- 
ant run by these two Cockneys. You could 
get a hamburger, a piece of pie, and cof- 
fee for a dollar” A door or two away was 
Bud’s Club 77, a deadfall that shook many 
a nickel out of the pockets of American 
Greetings’ less sober minions. Across the 
way, where the Clifton Road streetcars 
once angled out of Detroit and rumbled 
down towards Edgewater Park, was a 
curving 1900-era business building hous- 
ing a small beauty parlor, a Fisher's 
market, and, most important to comics 
history, Ziggy's Barber Shop. 

I remember Ziggy because he gave me 
what I believe was my first store haircut, 
lifting me up to sit on a plank he laid 
across the steel arms of the Koken barber 
chair. He was short, balding, with a black 
mustache and an eager-to-please Mittel- 
europa manner, and in 1963 he was still 
manning the clippers and Wildroot after 
nearly 20 years. Hi Brow people would 
come back and crack jokes about Ziggy, 
imitating his accent, much to the amuse- 
ment of Tom Wilson. 

Hi Brows’ chief, says Robert, was “the 
ideal person to be mediator between the 
business executives and the artists—kinda 
protected the artists from these rapacious 
venal characters...He could smooth 
things over with those guys. He knew how 
to stroke those assholes. He produced 
results: the work was good, and it sold.” 

Originally from Kentucky, Wilson had 
put in his drudge-time as an artist, but was 
made department head when the Hi Brow 
line was established around the late "505. 
“Wilson kinda picked up ideas from other 
people. . .He got this Ziggy thing and at 
the same time I had the toad character I 
always drew saying “Tis sad’ John Gib- 
bons did this thing called The Sad Book 
+ + Wilson used a lot of these elements and 
also this real simple art style he had. . .He 
first started to work on that ‘Ziggy 
when I was still there in 66, but it didn’t 
really click till after I left.” 

Ziggy, as a shapeless mass of walking 


хі 


мое, became іп the 1970$ а runaway 
favorite of the comics page, Sunday зес- 
tion, reprint books, and, of course, 
greeting cards—by American Greetings, 
naturally—making Wilson (along with В. 
Crumb) another local success legend. 

In Hi Brows, for the first time in his life, 
Robert was accepted on his own merits 
and personality among equals. “1 was the 
lad of the group. They'd treat me as the 
up-and-coming young kid. They were all 
considerably older than me.” Walter Lee, 
a short ruddy Englishman with a curly 
beard, lived near our apartment on 
Carnegie. He'd gone to art school in 
Liverpool with John Lennon, and had a 
drawing style that was “perfect for those 
Hi Brow cards: real simple and innocent, 
little cute nebbish characters. It had this 
funny whimsical quality.” 

But the one who helped shape Robert's 
own viewpoint, he believes, was writer 
John Gibbons. “Не had this way of cop- 
ing with life where he made a joke out of 
everything—kept me cracked up all the 
time. He was genuinely hilarious, but 
underneath there was а lot of bitterness 
and paranoia about people. I kinda copied 
his style. It's a defense against the world: 
humor was a way to slide through. But it 
kind of broke down when there was a 
serious crisis to deal with. When things 
got heavy, it didn't work, and Gibbons 
would get real nervous." 

Gibbons, who left American Greetings 
for Hollywood scriptwriting in the 1970s, 
was an idea man who sparked everybody 
else, says Robert. “Не was definitely the 
main source of humor in that whole place. 
He influenced me in some instinctive way 
that I can't pinpoint. 

John Gibbons died of cancer in Los 
Angeles in 1987, according to Robert. 
“Walter Lee and his wife Catherine were 
holding his hand when he died.” 

"Roberta Smith, Office Girl" was a by- 
product of Robert's tenure in the Hi Brow 
Department. It was drawn for the employ- 
ee news bulletin and was intended—by the 
personnel department, at least—to plug 
such perennial concerns as safety, job 
security, etc. But, predictably, in Robert's 
hands “Roberta” rapidly developed into 
something just over the edge of Company 
Image. Though Robert swears he did his 
best to rein himself in, and the artwork 
(done in the #0 Rapidograph pen that ће 
now carried in his shirt pocket at all times) 
was constantly improving, the powers- 
that-were became increasingly uncomfor- 
table with the content. One particular act 
of what he considered petty censorship 
was too much, and this rare Crumb ven- 
ture into the traditional “daily strip" for- 
mat was terminated. 

Observing his fellow toilers in the jingle 


vineyard, Robert was led to an activity he 
found to be little encouraged by his 
employer: questioning. “I used to ask 
myself, “Is this it? Is this what the rest of 
your life 15? "Cause most of those people 
were a lot older than I was, and that was 
their life: sit around that stupid goddam 
greeting-card company. It was the focal 
point of their lives. A lot of them had 
other art things they were trying to do on 
the side, and they never quite got it 
together" Would this happen to Robert, 
too? It had been a year since he'd fled the 
comfortable, if somewhat rancid, family 
nest. A lot had happened, some better 
along with plenty of bitter—but was this 
really what he wanted? Was there some- 
thing more? 

There seemed to be little point in pur- 
suing a future in comic books. That field 


was still languishing in the slough of tele- 
vision and Comics Code censorship; the 
so-called "silver аре,” far away in New 
York City, was barely on the horizon, and 
it wouldn't have had much to offer Robert 
anyhow. "I'd gotten away from reading 
comics at that time. There was nothing in 
the way of new comics. ..I was kinda 
broadening my cultural perspectives dur- 
ing that period." Besides scouring Cleve- 
land's Salvation Army and Goodwill thrift 
stores for old 78 records, Robert and I hit 
second-hand bookshops, dusty record bins 
and half-forgotten out-of-the-way busi- 
nesses of every description in back streets 
and slum areas, looking for early maga- 
zines, advertisements, posters, 1920s 
packages and boxes and bottles, labels, 
illustrations, furniture, fashions, and ex- 
amples of architecture and industrial 
design. Our special favorites were in a 
1925-1940 style we called (for want of a 
more definitive word) “тодегпе”-- 
curved parallel lines, zigzag trim, glass 
bricks: considered very klunky and out- 
of-it at the time, but we loved it. We tried 
to furnish our next apartment in "early 
Depression,” little knowing that ten years 
later this style would be rechristened and 
venerated as “art deco.” 

A new apartment was a necessity: with 
summer, the rats at our Carnegie Avenue 


building were becoming terrifyingly bold. 
Hundreds of tiny scampering feet over our 
heads would keep us awake nights, as they 
apparently used the enclosed ceiling 
pipechaise as a freeway. "They used to 
congregate by the incinerator down there;" 
Robert recalls. “ТЕ somebody lit the in- 
cinerator, they would run out the hole in 
the front of it. So one time we decided to 
block up the hole and light the fire. You 
could hear the rats screaming. It was very 
satisfying." Somewhat more sporting was 
our occasional habit of pot-shotting the 
buggers with unwanted 78 records, thrown 
discus-fashion. This disposed of both ver- 
min and useless Joseph C. Smith and 
Yerkes Jazzarimba sides. 

Eventually we took over the entire third 
floor of a large frame rooming house on 
East 115th Street, whose back windows 
overlooked Hessler Road. Building and 
inhabitants were straight out of a “Ghast- 
ly" Ingels EC comic. We rented it from 
а doddering solitary alcoholic who seldom 
moved from his fragrant corner in the 
basement. Everyone else in the building 
was at least as ancient. “1 remember com- 
ing home from work one day and this old 
brother and sister who lived on the first 
floor—they used to fight all the time— 
the old woman was standing at the door 
of their apartment, which was right off the 
hallway in the front. Says, 'I knew it. I 
knew I'd outlive him She had this gleeful 
expression on her face. I looked past her 
and saw the old guy was obviously dead, 
slumped over in a chair in the front room." 

But the place was clean, cheap, conve- 
nient (half a block from Euclid), and, best 
of all, blessedly free of creepy crawling 
things (our fellow-tenants aside). The 
dormer windows, and sloping ceilings that 
came down almost to the floor, fit perfect- 
ly with my prized overstuffed chair (see 
Robert's sketch of Barb Brock), our 
prewar radio (no TV), and other artifacts. 
Soon there was a new addition, hauled up 
the creaking staircase by four strapping, 
sweating giants: a Volunteers of America 
piano, painted flat white, which Robert 
and his Hi Brow cronies proceeded to 
decorate in rainbow hues at a painting par- 
ty a few nights later. Even more remark- 
able, he began to play it, taking weekly 
lessons at a nearby settlement house. 

Gradually the parameters of Robert's 
world were expanding. Adele's bar, 
around the corner on Euclid, was an off- 
campus watering hole and a hangout for 
intellectuals, a theatrical and musical 
crowd, and the gay contingent. I became 
something of a regular and wheedled 
Robert (although a teetotaler) to spend an 
Occasional evening in its friendly confines. 
Usually, though, he preferred to hang out 
a block up Euclid at Dean's Diner, a hardy 
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Depression-era survivor with а big sign 
reading “Тһе Finest People on Earth Eat 
at This Diner.” 

Robert's closest encounter with the 
campus, however, was at Ohio State 
University in Columbus. One of the most 
populous in the country, this institution 
dominates the entire North Side of Ohio's 
capital city. Barb was a sophomore there 
in 1963-64 and Robert and 1 made a bus 
trip down to hang out with her and her 
friends for an extended weekend; later, he 
paid a return visit alone. 

“Columbus was this giant college 
scene,” Robert remembers. “Everybody 
just seemed lost in this mass of students.” 
Barb's crowd, who hung out at Charbert's 
on North High Street, “seemed goofy and 
undirected to me—just putzing around." 
There wasn't much dope apparent, yet, but 
there was plenty of drinking and free sex. 
That was catnip to Robert, who was still 
3 virgin and mightily tired of that condi- 
tion. 

Then came ''L'Affaire Big Barb.” 

Big Barb was a friend of Brock. “She 
was this big creature, sort of attractive but 
really big—kinda like a scapegoat in this 
crowd she hung out with. They were 
always making fun of her, and she had this 
жау of behaving—leaving herself open for 
being made fun of all the time. . .She was 
real hot to trot and make out—got real hot 
and excited and say, ‘Do it! Do it!’ 

“I was just too shy. It took me a long 
time to get past that shyness. Finally this 
one night she got really pissed off at me— 
“cause I wouldn't stick it in her, I guess. 
АШ these other people were sleeping on 
the floor of her apartment. She got out of 
the bed and sat down on the floor next to 
this other guy she was attracted to. So I 
just got up, got dressed, and left. 

“Then she said, “No! Don't leave" T 
said, ‘Just forget it” Walked out of there. 
Left Columbus and never came back." 

Another typically '60s life crisis now 
loomed: Robert's letter from his draft 
board notifying him to report for his Army 
physical exam. The idea of his scrawny 
form in khakis, wielding a bayonet against 
our nation's potential invaders and blood 


enemies in Santo Domingo (this was 
before Viet Nam), seemed pretty far- 
fetched. Still, you never knew. . 

Robert remembers a roomful of "guys 
all giggling and cutting up. They told me 
to strip down and get in line. You're stand- 
ing there in your shoes and socks and your 
underpants. Your valuables are in a pouch 
that they put around your neck on a string. 
They pulled me right out of line right 
away. At that point I was in a complete 
state of terror, and horrified: *Oh my God! 
This is іш” 

“This guy came up and said, “Со see 
that guy at Desk #7 I went down there 
and the guy thumped me on the chest, 
wrote something down: *That's 4-F. That's 
а “pectoral excavation." ' " 

“When I think about that whole decade 
of the "605," Robert laughs, "where I 
started to where I ended up, it's an amaz- 
ing saga." One chance turn at this point, 
one casual decision—to go into commer- 
cial comic books, for example, or to turn 
his back on comics completely—and 
Robert might have altered his future total- 
ly. Picture R. Crumb as Frank Frazetta or 
Neal Adams or Pablo Picasso instead of 
“Mister 1960s"! 

One afternoon around this time the two 
of us were sitting in the livingroom on 
115th under some framed color covers of 
the old Life humor magazine from the 
1920s—Held's definitive depiction of the 
flappers, shieks, and raccoon-coated bath- 
tub-gin era. “Maybe,” I kidded, "you'll 
be the next one of these ‘cartoonists of an 
era Maybe you'll be the John Held Jr. of 
the 1960s.” 

I'm not always a good prophet, but I was 
on the money that time! 


Still, I couldn't have predicted what was 
to happen to our battered, beloved city of 
Cleveland over the next decade—and 
wouldn't have wanted to face it if I had. 
In a few years would come the Hough race 
riots, civil violence, fires, bulldozers, and 
urban "renewal"—the relentless destroy- 
ing, shattering, chipping away, bludgeon- 
ing down of the buildings, stores, streets, 
and artifacts we loved: the things that 
made Cleveland (and in fact every Amer- 
ican city) infinitely varied and infinitely 
fascinating. The early 1960s was about the 
last time, I now realize, that you could 
sample this, actually live in the middle of 
it, and enjoy it before it self-destructed. 

Today, our old neighborhood around 
East 105th and Euclid has been utterly and 
totally removed—every building, every 
brick, as if all the structures had been 
made out of Lego blocks and a giant hand 
had come down out of the clouds and 
swept them away like they'd never been. 
I left Cleveland in 1965, but in 1976 I 
found myself on a Greyhound bus at six 
a.m. roaring down Euclid and past 105. 
From Cleveland Clinic to the Howard 
Johnson motel, the area looked like 
Ground Zero at Hiroshima. Every block 
had been cleared of human construction 
and human activity and human life, the 
basements filled in level to the pavement. 

Gone were the shoeshine stands, the gi 
mills, the rib shacks and barbeque pits. 
Gone were the holdovers of a more elegant 
era in the "205: the Alhambra's shell, the 
elaborate plate glass and terra cotta store- 
fronts (pocked with missing tiles and graf- 
fitti), the couple of remaining sad little 
Jewish restaurants. Gone was La Cave and 
Rebel's and the bus station and the pro- 
cession of hookers on the south side of 
Euclid. Only the naked streets remained, 
the asphalt, and the traffic. 

But—wait a minute. There is one arti- 
fact that I'd be willing to bet is still there, 
still in place where Robert left it in 1963. 
Still on the south side of Euclid, but out 
a couple of blocks, between Adelbert Road 
and East Boulevard. It seems they were 
putting in a new sidewalk one day as we 
were passing by. Robert was going through 
his compulsive toad-drawing period then. 
Little Oggies sprouted up in his wake 
wherever he passed: in his notebooks, on 
tablecloths, on walls, in dirt on trucks and 
windows. A little toad saying “Ті sad.” 

Faced with that expanse of fresh, wet 
concrete, what else was he to do? He 
dipped in his left forefinger and, as far as 
I know, that little Oggie is still there, 
immortalized in concrete, stepped on by 
millions over the passing years, but still 
spouting his melancholy message to the 
shuffling feet of Clevelanders. 

As the toad said, “Tis sad.” 
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4 сет Ant MONEY мо чек 
( 2664 BANK? 


cA! THAT'S RIOT. 1 BORROWED 
Au YER MONEY YESTERDAY, DIDIT , 


mi 


d 


= Tew LY WAT кб. vit WHAT каб. WELL 
A WETA PUL А 208... ЧА GET МЕ? 
Ceu Marta МЕС ту. 


П „дот SOMETHIN! IMPORTANT T 
BEEN WANTN' TA TELL YA 
UT | HAVEN'T HAD А CHANCE 
Tht New... IT HAPPENED LAST NIGHT MABEL. 
IT WAS ABOUT, SEVEN THIATY... 1 MAD JUST 
BEEN OVER AT GREG JONNSON'S MOUSE E 1 was 
ом MY WAY NOME.. / DECIDED т’ TAME 
SHOAT CUT THROUGH TH’ Woods. AND THATS Фин 


HEY, MABEL.. 
TEL YA- 


7 SAW !T.. IF мА A білім" SAUCER - 
HONEST 7! God, MABEL... ДАМ A REAL 
GENUINE FLYIN’ “save ви... т SWOOPED Down 


our or THE SKY AND LANDED ONLY A Few 

ONT ME.. 4 INIT СУМ 
CEET IN YAT YA, мар. ITS A raum! 
WATSI$ Now? YOU 
"AAT A Fern 5 
SAVCER? So, 5,99 
HOT ABOUT maT KID 27 
ЗЕЕ 'EM Au m 
ме? 


— «x 
SHED СЕМ WHERE THEY 

WERE атом: . THE LEADER WALKED 
әм vP To МЕ М! тор ME THAT 


рода OPENED АМР УТ 
STEPPED ж” фимснотитивлок мо 6466045 COLORED 
LITTLE MEN... SEMERE EAL ABOUT 
Five OF ЕМ... тнвт WERE ABOUT 
FIFTEEN OR SIXTEEN INCHES HIGH.. 
EMS WERE SHAPED Lim 

CARAOTS ... SORT 2 ROUND ae 
THE BOTTOM AND THEY CAME 72 А 
POINT AT THE TOP..... ANO THEY 
BACH Wap one уби ETE m ME 
MIDDLE ве THE HEADS _... AND 
INSTEAD OF A ФИН тиеу HAD ^ 
ЕАК... МИТ LIAE A CHICKEN - 
AND THEY HAD LEGS ANO FEET 
4037 LIKE А CHICKEN, TOO -- 
ANE THEY слове CRAZY LITTLE 

CSTERS AND CARRIED CRAE? LITLE 
A GUNS IN мм... 


TO CLIMB ABOARD THE FLYING SAUCER AND 50 
1 CLIMBED ам ABOARD ОЕ HER AND WE 
Took GFE INTO ovTERSPACE.. NOW FLYING 
SAUCERS TRAVEL MIGHTY FAST MABEL.. 
AND |Т amy тоок VS А FEW 
MINUTES To GET То MARS. 


JES» 
Ан IMAGINATION.” HA 

НА НАЈ 1 Gorra WND 
т те Марко. YOO KIN 
REAMAX ‘THINK UP SOME 
GREAT ONES/ № ЛА... 


В. Crumb 


WHEN we ARRIVED | TOOK А 


TOUR ог ONE OF THIER CITIES... г зо БО SUE AE с) 
All ТН’ BUILDINGS WERE MADE OUT or р ENERGON T AN ас / 
GLASS... -THE WALLS WERE MADE OUT NCE / com, 1 нот 92 A 
OF GLASS... THE ROOFS AND FLOORS р СИА / „\ ENVY «4627 WHAT 
WERE MADE OUT oF GLASS... ALL Dd THEY EAT, MESE peop e. rese 
TH’ FVANITIRE WAS MADE OUT OF GLASS, MARTANS? ки? bo и TAUK 2 


TABLES WERE МАРЕ our 
THE CHAIRS WERE MADE GUT 
ФЕ GLASS AFTER | TOVAGD THE CITY 


THEY BROUGHT ME BACK HOM /м THE 


OULD mei SPEAK ЕМвизи ? 


метит! Вит A LIE 

WASN'T AN ounce OF 
TRUTH. IW IT... HONESTLY 
pib'w1. THINK Уд“? ЕЙ 


Cesn- 


| KNEW Y WERE WIN. UME 
&008/ don't CAL ME STUPID) 
DONT МАРТА ТРКЕ “MAT KINDA 


УБА AWEULLY STUPID, MABEL! PA, N' LITTLE WISE-ACA: 
\ 
СОБЕ FROM SOME UTE KID / 


QHATAE YA DOW" 
MABÉL--. ЗНЕ-ЕУ | 


м УТОР! 
vu. AMEN A rA TAKE (Т BACKUKID/ C'MON, SAY 
ЧЕ ЧА LIME BASTARD NER SORRY! ma НАЈ CMON! TEU 
+ ме Чеда. NEVER ВЕ SMART-ALECKY 
; AGAINZ НА МАЈ 
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И НА ? ОКА, KID, T 

тов ЧЕ ЧА! бо Gere SHIRT 

oN, 'N WE'LL ВЕ вом“ AFTER 
PERFUME / 


BESIDES, «' GOTA TAKE. 

МИРА ¥' ЧАН GET N THIS › 

WORLD / v LEARNED ТМТ EARLY / 
e AW T ND FAIRY TALE, KID / 
TH SOONER Y' WISE UP Т! ТААТ 
Fact, TH BETER OFF You Be! 


DOIN! ISN'T REA 
WERE NOT HURTIN' ANYBODY 
Noeoc4'5 GONNA MISS oNE 
Вотье $ PERFUME / 


T's СЕТОМ CAUGHT ar 
WORRY ABOUT/ HERE we 


мом HERE'S WHAT Y бо 
VISTEN CAREFUUN ! GO IN THERE 
wî FIND ТА’ COSMETICS SECTION.. 
C- ¥" Know УЧАТ PERFUME BITES 
VAR LIKE, DON'TA? WELL, 

SURE NONE OF T" SALES - 
GIRLS ARE WATCKIN'Y 


7 вот рок LOOK 100 susP 
w 


PERFUME... TWO, UNDERSTAN 
STICK ONE N Че еу Li 
oT tn ONE BACK... Got TH: 
у WYER HEAD ? 


miS PLACE SEUS -GD PERFUME / ) 


MISTLE OR HUM OR SOMETH 


LOOK, KID ‚ умт E Ek 


BAD 了 
‘ume 42 


Y 60TTA A 
ARE/ E 


га 


DOVT LOOK LIKE YOU'RE STEALUN' 
SONEMIN'... PICK Ue TWO BOTUES ©’ 
D? 


Жы v Sr 


К. Crumb 


бет? SEMIN REAL 4990... UM LOOKS LIKE, ЧА SPELL rr c-H-A-N- 
CHANNEL. NUMBER FIVE... EM, TMT ОН. C= AJAN- N-i HNN .. WELL, 400 
REAL GOOD... GET А оте © У 

CANNEL NUMBER FYE, A SMALL) IN 
BOLE. A Во ONE IS тоо RISKY./ 3 N 


Let's SEE, WAAT қайы SHOULDA D Ан CASE ЧА роб KNOW Whar IT 
5 


OKp4 / Ч бот ENTRYTHINS STRAIT 
Now 2 FER GODS SAKE, DON'T GOOF 
MT UP/ им BE мит RIGHT 
ovr WERE FOR var 
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É pim Жар 2 


(> 


ne 


a 


"SPECIAL. AROUND 


MS ENES.« 


MANLOVE? 


НИМИ... NEEDS A BIT MORE 
SHADING, OON'TCMA THINK SO. 


г... 


«V Фея AQ каве... 
MUST ADNIT IT HAS А 
KIND ое ORISINALITY 


ABOUT 


UK 


1 


10 


В. Crumb 


LET'S FACE IT, 91M, -.. ATTE 

MULLICAN HAS мо TALENT FOR 
SHE'S WASTING HER 
ONE THING 


PAINTING | 
THERE'S ONLY 
[157 FOR.. 
EVERY 


Yov WANT To Kaew WHAT 
Emp So _ AMVSING, SWEETHEART? 
L TELL Your... IT'S “THAT 
Just 


weil, ПЕ 
PAINTING THAT MISS MULLIGAN Јаја 
FINISHED. ~ US DERLONAGLE? IT'S so МЕ. TLCAN HAS 
ид IT'S... МЕ...“ 8007 
Knows WHAT ат 15 59 THERE'S 
use IN му SAYING a > 


NC 


AWEUL 


5 

sve TANKS: SHE AIN'T No EXPERT И 
NEED Hen ТА TEL ME ГМ L 
KNEW THAT A LONGS 


UD BETH sain YeR ч 
WAS AWFUL / МЕ им ان ا‎ \s 
UP FoR SAYIN “THAT, 


г Don't 
А Lowy АР. | 
TME AGO ES HEEL Бъд 
N it 、 

23 


| т DONT GIVE А Goa WHAT - 
| 


№ YOUR NOT, MABEL / IT'S Fi ERA 
: НАЈ Gu. MER u - 
А „ge Good PICTURE, VARELA! borsaT AD Jew FRIEND ДЕ ME) 
LOOS JES’ LIKE МЕ / Eu НЕ PAINTING SHE CAN < 
کت‎ о —— 
( OKAY, МЕЕ: / ) 
— 2 


=ч 


эў 


п 
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им А ДЕКЛЕН WOMAN AND ! АМ 
eee ФЕ ІТ AND IVE бот 

Соор REASON то ВЕ..... Ми AND ЈЕ 
MISS MULLIGAN ConTINVES То MAMA 
DEROGATORY REMARKS Авит МУ 

RACIAL HEMÄTIGE SHE'S GOING то 
GET INTO PLENTY TABLE! 


I YOU DORT LIKE NABEUS ғырты 
ЧА KIN Se ТА Нац YA UTILE JEW / 


1 AM NOT AT ALL AELUCTANT 
To ADMIT тнат THERE БА 
EAT DEAL OF МЕЙ 
op PLOWING THROVGH 
My VEINS... THE FACT OF 
THE MATTER 1S... I'M 
PRovp or IT! BUT JIM. 
PID veu KNOW THAT THE 
BEST WOMEN IN THE 
woRıD АНЕ ЗЕМЕН 
1 ME Мату 
INTELLIGENT 


сЕ. 
MR: STUPID! THR MOST 


CONSCIENTIOUS WIVES “AN 
¿MOTHERS ARE То ВЕ Found 
AMING JEWISH WOMEN... ! 


=] 


РА HEL // ТӨТ Dam 


WNGE ғ | PT A ате Moke |¬ 
ить Јем 15 RIGATA.. 


RED IN HIS РАСЕ ...1 TANK HIS CHIN y 


SHOUD ФЕ ^ LITLE BISGER/TOD .:: 
юй, MANLOVE 2 AND... E 
IN 


У^ 


NUTS T PAINTING], Some PEOPLE 
ARE ARTISTS ‘(№ SOME AREN'T... 
1 WAS GETTIN’ GORED WITH cr АМЧМАЧ.. 
МЕЕ... 1 KIN MNK OF BETTER WAYS 
TP SPEND ТИ! OAN.. he: Ф 


К. Crumb 


USTEN! V on HEAR HER 
15 IN "WERE 7 A. Same 
IM 


FTZ (АТ. 


ім OUR LAST BXEITING, SUSFENSER 
EPISODE WE LEFT FRITZ STANDING ON 
ТИЕ THRESN-HOLD оғ HIS MEETWG WITH 


0 


у БАҒА wr зе 
у) S 
ÓN 
(AVI 
HUH /? WHATANA MEANT Listen, You мар | (an МЕ! oBstactes/ 


OBSTACLES! АША УМЕ 2 
0BSmCLESL You can't) )Í 
N 


9, PRITH ЧЕЙ, ГРОМ SOME 9 
ми а ды < de RICH GUYS / DEN ALL 
WANNA GET A (AN FROM 
MISS PUSSY WILLOW / 
HYUK HYUK? 


13 
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ЗЕМ, You Gut CHANGE Y ( oM SURE! ANIME, BIG -一 一 、 
A QUARTER? | SAN, WOULIA HOLD E - 
UA N, мойы HOL MESE A Ми) 


и EE ч ун. THANK. ТА =>, 
ON | 
( on; ту 7 AN CENTS AND 

^ е-е | SOME PENNIES! 


К FI 一 ТАМЕ 
t MM.. OKAY, | 
GUESS бол 


во’ ИАТА mean г ята у 
OWE MDU SEVEN CENTS/ 
Ам 1 HAVE NOW is THESE 
DIES AND NICKELS... HERE, 
Моб TAKE THIS NIEL.. 


R. Crumb 


ОМ... FLOWERS <. HOW NICE, он. PUT“ 
ER THERE WILLY 


АН, YoU DON'T UNDERSTAND, MISS PUSSYWIL - 2. 
E DU Low. THESE FLOWERS ARE А GIFT FROM 
ARO 

A 


ILOVA CREATURE/ GODDESS оғ 
ME VIRGIN FORESTS, BYERIDAY 
WITHOUT You 15 SHEER TORTURE ^ - 

( NNOT бо ом NTHOUT. ка. 


15 
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~ seny 


Моо DON'T 
sn ped = 
ИЧ МА 

For Чой, HOW 
MUCH: 


SATURDAN. 


musta BEEN TH STAGE MANAGER... 
REY, WAITS Ths LIGHT IN HERE 


bu EXCEPT por (4 Ви! 


(HERES YOUR COFFEE, Miss 
DELA? YwANT ANYTHING 
> ase? д 


N 
S 


— TL You AS 


BUT AUSTEN EN MAT TIM 
еш ве REAM Fon... 


Pa NERD SOME NEW RIBBONS ARDT, 
тем. THEM 10 SEND ovER., он. WAIT, 
NEN, HEM! MASH? COVID v GET МЕ A 

b TOMATO МЕ. WITH PEPPERS /...AND. 
N E лад? 


шо PUSSWILLOW / САН 1 TALK 
то vol ABOUT "MESE NEW ROUTINES 2 
Kant see ЧА tue, ( МЕЧ, somesa "Е 
SATURDAY... | GOT А CALL А ELECTRICIA 


БО ЧА SUL WANT МЕ То 


ак 
Goo, MISS ру 


POT ан TS WESTERN BT? 


К. Crumb 


= |) Q 5 


= МИ 

Ро > (> 
PAOS 

M^ NURS 
WT.. УТ. NAT, ЧЕ GOT MISS 

"ум 

Xo тео маката, EVER ETERN 

LOVE FOR Neu, WAIT.” 2 


Miss PUSSYWILOW, You CAN'T бо THIS To L ` 
| | Ме! DONT YOU REALIZE THAT IM DESPER- 
МЕ? | CANT во ON WITHOUT You 
14... WAIT! мани — 


IT MISS Ç 
WAT Nion? 
N 


17 
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DOES нет NN ALL-coNsvMINS PASSION MEAN 

( ANTING то NSU? ! CANT Go ОК уатисът 
AO... DIE OF А BROKEN HEART! 

| ONUL чем CAN SANE № FROM UTER DESOLA— 
S Томи py 


YOU CAN'T / YoU. JUST.. САН. 


DAMN сечо - HEARTED, ESOTISTICAL, 


Қарары галды PHONY DAME / 


EY, 
17646 Том 59 


В. Crumb 


PEOPLE AWANS PESTERING цев... 


PRESSURE PRESSURE! PLA TE / 
се >, < = ү 
"ww (ORI) 


ENOUGH то TURN A ROSE (NTO A 
GARBAGE CAN / A... A CLOUD INTO А. 


-„ AND YOU WANNA BE A FAMOUS 
SENGER? HOU WANNA ВЕ A PART OF 
ти ree Банах MS 


STUPID kiD/ gov, WHT) 
А poPE / WIBT А Poor, MISERABLE ` 


Spp/ WHAT P GULLIBLE, ABSURD ı 
FEATHER IN ME WIND ҰЙ WHAT Ас, 


SUIRF...S6G:.. 
то Nona 1? HE - ne] Ке INS 


THE MMAGALING SAID SHE... SNIFF u. 
WAS A VNERM KIND,N SNITF 
WATUM-REA RT PERSON u... AN. IT SAID 
SHE WAS WRON.. ^i GLAD SHE WAS 


AH. ИМ SORRY... 1 < 
BAME YOU. wt WERE BOTH 
DISILLUSIONED... 1, TOO, WAS 
МАМЕ. SNIFF. 1 LOVED WHT 
1...<08... THOUGHT SAE WAS 
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стоке BUBBER 


BAWL WHIMPER ~ 
GUBER 508 vow 


(ома MUST SNE UP TU сит FOR 
> FAME SABR ELE you мит CAST 
( ANA! AND FoRGer IT. 

Т GIEST Ч5/ЖЕ Renz, ) 


en Casna. PUN 


ns маме a mL 
i 


5256 "LL ust ВЕ А Б LISTEN, CHILO” | ONCE WANTED 
а Au. M UFE. JUST. ^ eis а СРЕ, t oNCE рки көр, т PASSION - 
1 с---- ! лате! | WANTED © бо DOWN ! 
тех ко № мот X У ||| Аура ALONG WIH њи. THE OTHER, 
| Greats г WANTEC ® ВЕ IMMORTAL 
- ||| AwoNG THOSE WHO LIVE AFTER ME. | 
|| LONGED то BECOME A МАМЕ citet cKEATURIE 
| №4040 умом. A House nolo WORD: /一 一 
| 


|| 
| 
|| 


R. Crumb 


/ ФОТ wow UM OLDER AND WISER. 
? ses ME FUTILITY AND И сан me am THINGS WORTH LAVING FOR. 
Qf АМЕ. LOOK pre үт THIS WAY DEAR ARE LOVE AND BEAUTY, ОВ! ам LOVE 


PERES! AND INNOCENT BLOSSOM of SPRING Youu GET AW THE БЕМОПОМ AND 
44к05 GONNA CME IN SEN TRILON — WOSMIP YoU NEED! FAME/ ТО REU wm) 
NEARS? pe [FAME / 


SOMEDAY, Wi ELO, WAEN YOU RE 2:5 
ENOUÓN, LOVE Wilt come То YOU ANO 
You SEE WMT L MEAN! 


Е ОЕ РАТА |, 
Wish You's STOP CALLING 
ME A си и 


Ay" 
SAND а ae ERA OS CAN Aa 
pot ПСД E 
7.61 бич / 
Ҹоу ARE rey 
oy ӘЛЕ ALO 


М) 


WHT ARE WE WAITING FoR? 
TIME 16 FLING $M FASTER 
IMAN ME SPEED of LIGHT, 

DEAREST GABRIELLE... — 


— 
(5 wre 1$ SWEET И 
i جک‎ ) 


Т 
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wow, GABRIELLE, since LOVE HAS 
3 DW TIED 05 “TOC ETHER, | WANT XO 
Ф KNOW EuEPXTAANE ABOUT YOU AND MS 
“ne We WALK ALONG El ME RAVER HERE 
+ ча MUST роле ОЛ” BERN SECRET THAT ($ 
Cat LOCKED IN NOUR INNDCENT UTVE GIRL 
HEART , ANS 1 wiu IEL ov PUT. 
pas МУР ps MUH AS 
wes WE LAST м! OUR PROTACMNIST 
ME WAS FLOATING AMONGST THE PINK 
CLOUDS oF SWEET NEW-BORN eee 
е знае 
вы” OST ABREN E 


YOU. мент BE” AFRAID: 
Хо. REVEAL NOU; WHOLE 
SELF То ME, SWEET НОЕ, 
DIERUMING NS) TEIL МЕ d 
| We маке ME LOVE чо) 

MORE / OUT WITH iT NL 


UH. | URE TA-SINGT, va 4 m ms WE ER RN 
ANNA HEAR МЕ SING ? медии WELUH ^" Уей MITE. BABA 
一 РА чо) м ите БАВА In 


бон! самт NPNAYAM ARM YoU итЕ BABA 
Tr, НАМ You UTE ВАВА ^ 


22 
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ECON NGON КИМ GLA ' er ay 
A BABA РИМ BOM | рии смете / HOw 7) (тес neg 
х › “пе А AW'M брао ЧО) M^ N 
UTE BABA YAN YAY УМ GUNUD UTTERLY SWEET / HOW 
мі You ите ВАВА IM QAYD a. нед М ЖТА Аргу] X) 
РИА You UME БА 4) ry) ЖТ со INNOCENT 
UL 2 ^| [so UNCORRNPTED BY 
Wi TRAINING / 


WM GD ЧА UKE МЧ SNGING / 


Tt WAS “РИ чо М BABA — BRAD s ЖЫЙ зА ЧИН 
хшызъбч'5 BG мт 1 WROTE A LETER 4 ИМ FARAIMZEO ! PARALYZED 


Ta WIM once AN НЕ SENT ме A РЕВ-| | WIN SHEER Ecstacy f 
F o£ — | iu JUST LAM HERE АМ 

\— || me QuE FROM too 

МУСА LOVE AND JoY 2 


= een ne 
Сме ON, че NUTS, ITS GET ОР, FRITZ МА Foxs WILL 


жт 


сети име! ! Got то ВЕ Home! „мо! AFTER. ALL, 175 А SCHOOL 


v 


50007 мент? 
WHAT NONSENSE, š 
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меч? \T PERVARES 
ENCANMING/ TELS THE 
SKY AND THE TREES / 
—7 # 


GAD, на ien MEA 5 


SAM. S 
МЕ то “THINK: OF IANG AWAY 
IN .ONE обгтвове ^RORRID PLACES 


THEM. 


жат МЕ ОЧ SENS ME 7 


sten , GABRIELE: > we, | сет 
po YOu HEAR THAT SWEET To ВЕ GOING, 
FT MSC COMING FROM FRITZ! ВЕ/ 


CAL "wee TUnoNS оғ LEARNING"... 


4 N 
HEY GAGE ELE, W OWN, ж WERE ку 
с ae voU- WEREN'T ВЕРИМ GONNA 
eme AWAN АМЬ ЕРМЕ МЕ LAYING THERE 

Au ALONE ON THE оф GROUND), WERE 


ERE You 


УМА! AK THIS TALK ABOUT scHOOL 
ANO FOLKS AND форсеам AND TEEVER 
AND зовоблав ING AND ss. 

DIDNT 1 TEIL You, FRITZ? 

NA қ JUNIOR IN 

monschvoL / BT | 

NNER ‘SAID ANYTHING 


M P POOR GabRNELLE./ POOR SWEET 
INNOCENT VICTIM OF FORCES SEXOND 
YOUR CONTROL... WASTING YOUR Pi 
UFE AWAY WIM sce» Boons 

WAEN YOU соло BE OUT LAGATING ЈЕ TE 

WORLD WIM YOUR соме AND GENTLE... 

on! (75 SAD, GABRIELE! м REND.S 
W HEART) 


К. Crumb 


iris SAD ALRIGHT. you cUSHTA SEE 

THE Lousy GRACES | СЕТ, НЕН HEM... 
WELL, Соме ON/ pu SHOW ЧА WHERE 
LLAVE 'м You WIN MEET MY то... 
f^ HOPE You DONT 

WORAN ABOUT IT.. 

u AN' А 


BRIGHTLY 
THE DINGY WINDOWS OF 
DROWN- 


N сет OUTA Бенсо AS Soon AS 1 САМ ! 


он, SOMETIMES / Y' CAN'T PASS UNLESS Y` 
GET GOOD MARKS, Y'KNOW. BN’ | WANNA 


[| 


ЧЕ сор5) WHE PICKET 
FENCE, RED SWTITERS., 
ME WORMS / т 


BREAM BEFORE CoWG DOWN | 
lı OCEAN, | Looked OUT AT THE 
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МЕ UP BEFoRE 
M BONU DE OLD 
Ро5515 CAU ED 

ME “BOARD OF 
EDUCATION". 


Em, | WAS море THAN GUD TO 
NEAR THEIR DECISION... FTHREN THEM ALL 
| SOME KISSES AS 1 (ерт. NEVER ТО 
<) 


д 


‚энъ AFTER | TOLO THEM at CHEN N 
WERE NOMING BUT А BUNCH OF E o 


SAMS OF EXCREMENT vno блок HAVE 


AM IDEA ММТ A BUNCH OF ASSININE FOOLS 


— 
15 (T, GABRIELLE, ANGE MX 
VIRGIN ор INNOCENCE, WONDER ОЁ 
Nu THE AGE, JOY Te MIS WEARY ç 


ума з... 2 г. 一 一 
RITZ, Че) SIUN TANG, 
т” FATHER WANTS To 


К. Crumb 


wer, 9 WM NE ROAU WANTS 

чо ум уу sn OMA. arts qe 
most RidICHLOUS THING INE EN 

неме оғ. 


SHAVING HANOS 15 Fon THE | 
BIRDS / FOR two TOTAL STRANGERS 
<o po tr 15 VERA stufo? UNLESS 
You HAPPEN то ВЕ A FANATICAL LOVER 4) 
zr OF РМ MË CRENTURES in THE UNWERSE- 
AND IN THAT CASE, LAKE 1 SAM, № НОФ OR 

Pr KISS 15 INGIMITELY MORE ENJOMABLE.. 


У < 


AA мт (^ SURE YOU DON'T LOVE МЕ / 
(mo MERES мо DOUBT IN MY MIND Aour 
FEELINGS TOWARD You... 177 
5 


RN 
“5 жете 


Рим HELLO! nELO ! YOU'RE мот 
NEAR AS Prem AS YOR БАЈаНТЕ (ё. 
YOU HAVE мн UNDNING GRATITUDE 


PROWOING mE Са er Арай 


As MM FosL OW SEE, 
VE COMPLETELY GIVEN MGE 
OVER. To GABRIELE! UM NERS 
то ро WIM wT EVER SHE 
PLEASES 7 — 


y 
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UA РМ SIRTATO TEL YOU THE 


ААА wow SOME MINGS A 7 60 

ABOUT Чу) / МИТ во Чой bo? Бо ~ теми VE sees но SWE Маск В 

so 3 bo You HAVE А Lot ор TRoU 2415 YOATION | 

š 2087 е Comer bo YoU PLAN 4 <o PURSUE, ¿DO YOU haye ANY ADVICE 
Xo TAKE Uf So > ММСА YOU COULD GIVE ME То HELP ME 

фе е; GET STARTED ON THE LONS HARD ROAD ~ 

1 ES BEMONS (AN WILDEST Et) 


\ 


TLL BE WAKWG FORWARD SEEN 


ечев САМ. MY MWD Wilk NEVER 
EVERY MINUTE oF EVER 


( on ves/ des? PLEASE TEU МЕ, SIR! 
MES PLEASE во, ТА МАМ ВЕ THE 
P МАСЕ + 
IU BE SCHEMING UP NEW WAYS То MULTIPLY 


YURNNNG Pew м MN roe EINEN 
OF А FRESH ENTHUSIASTIC NEW oUTLo: 
FoR ме, ar MORNING Ги Ser ОР | NM ASSETS! ALL THROUGH TO POWER OF 
зо ревом то TACKLE THE POSITIVE THINKING,» FREE ENTERPRISE 
с AND TIE GOLDEN RUE AND ME 690050» 
RED WHITE AND BLUE 7 2 


RAIN то 
DAMS умови, А 
НАТ gust what 
1 WAS u — $ / 


一 一 


R. Crumb 


IN АМ 
GooD SOUND QSINESS ... 


WA м в BUSINESS MAN'S модно 
МАЕМ ENERN DAN / HERE'S A REAL 
FUTURE уч TMS BUSINESS SON, AND пи. 


EU Wo) NOU'U. ВЕ sweer те бес IN on 
"ME GROUND FLOD 
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е ^ 
роле, ЧЕ САБ? HEY, This STUFF 
TASTES GOOD / 


| нем, wat DUNG ? LISTEN SON, ARE YOU TRAINS то WAKE 
| $! УП ТЕ ФЕ ME? әт " 
Mex INTE mis, PELLA / 


gu OUGHT TO TASTE MS 
ОР, 1Т\5 REALM GOOD / 


чум чум / Јон NO, FRITZ) 


puk ! WHOSE А ° 
"AR ! ^ INTO “HIS BUSINESS / (оок HOW 
Я АМ Is / (УЕ Go 


E POTENTAL | 
€ 


R. Crumb 


= — 


“=s as 
`\РРЕЕ / shu w€ БАКЕ, 
CARRIEWE, МЧ LOVE ? 


DROWNED, РРОВАВИ РН, 
115 TRAGIC / BUT THEN, РК LEAST 


ony он! 
MX FATHER / 


С puur seur РА. ума MERE.. 
к! WE WERE JUST BE - 
$ ак GINNING то LOSE ки, | 
Г МОРЕ... so GOD TO 
Sue YOURE Si 


BUVE, SIR. 
7 -/ 
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Г cet тие HELL ОЛ” / 


к er, | SUPPOSE | 
/ ( NIGHT AS wen... THIS 
МАМФРЕБ CREAM |5 Ве- 


|| (аниме то бет заби. 
| 54-5. 


PLEASE ONT сеу САВМЕЦЕ.. IT 
BREAKS MY HEART! (ТЕМ; SWEET ONE, 
том AWAN WITH МЕ / mS РАСЕ 15 
NOTHING BUT LANG БЕАДИ/ СОМЕ WITH 
| ЊЕ АМР TOGETHER wen LIVE UFE TO 
HE BRIM AND SEE EVERYTHING AND COME 
CIO UNDERSTAND WAT IT ди. MEANS 
7 -y 


он. 508 SOB... BRADDY MAS FORGIDDEN 
ME to EVER SEE чо) AGAIN, FRITS ! 
What Wile 1 bo NOW / 
Mm GABRIELE ` 

И ALL MN FAUCI / PLEASE 
FORSINE ME 77 сан wol 
FIND IT IN NOUR HEART? 


oe‏ یج 
A- ALRIGHT FRITZ IU. Со WITH‏ 

A — 一 一 一 
би САВМЕЊЕ, | Love You |! 

u ВЕ Вит ВАСА Wi DEAR, 
WIM A LADDER, TO GET YOU оу 
к OF "^T DREARY PRIN... THERES 

TO LOSE ДРЕ DOESNT whit 


TS 15 мм Ho „У оде SR СЛ ا0ا‎ | 
FATHER AND. Д CBR IEVE, MM DEAR / 
MIS LIFE YoU ARE LEADING 
nene ыт FIT ров AN ANT / 
WHE NOUR STILL. Чешме ¥00 MUST 
COME мети МЕ, BEFORE ThS 
pUTRID ATMASPAPRE 

CEACENS мем 700 / 


К. Crumb 


DECEMBER 1962. 


--ше V 
| ойлет. 
Braun cce 

fr 4 iL REMEMBER 
Тие Last TIME WE 
SAW OUR MERO, коз, Aet 
НЕ WAS мо To 
RESCUE, THE BEAUTI - 
FUL YOvN6 CABRIELLE 
FROM тие LUTO 
OF ENIL— Let's Los 
i^ ON ME STOUTHEARIEDÎ 
JouTA AND see 
"USC WC BRILLANT 
SCHEME НЕ 5 

WORKING ON то 

SAVE ME SWEET 

VOEN / Cou GEO, 


KIDS, тиња вео TS 
А REAL THRILL 


REJOICE, MY LOVE) FoR 
[ зми REN Wim ІНЕ 


ТЕНГЕ ЕЛДІГІ | SMU ЊЕ У 


OPE БЧА AWA ТИЕ ILD BLUE Чонося / NJ 


J Aso ТАБ «uuo, Mi, AND Арун YONDER: 

LOIS AND Баев та TH WIND! ми; THI 
1 THINGS ru SHOW T RL 4 
HER. АЙ, ње құт сәсе 
or. хоби! 


UTE MANO WS 
1 WAVE IN STORE FOR Мей a 
да, > 


рф е 


7 


the Cat by В Crumb 


IMS UNBREAMEO oF / 


= 
ка 


мет сискчео 4 


NUMBER TWENTY-NINE 


por ARST,! 


AR мы. 
WTERMATSNAL GANGSTERS ME os ae 
eLb пермь Ано “HERE Ц. NO TIME T9 Pat не 


ы 
MAD 
ARN 


从 
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RE! ms THE LAST THING | b? ML 
OUT OF HER MURKY MIRE и 


"Чеси гы, TRANSFORM THAT DEAR SWEET 
Ске 


A BOMEVE MY SUITUASE 15 руун 1 
м ThE Оф TRAIN... ћи. MON VIVIDLY 
\ REMEMBER 72906146 чөк 
SAME STEPS Ч%МА5 AGO, CRAMMED IN TRE HUGE 

WN MOB OF FELLOW LABORERS, сон. DAY 

TER DAN 19 THE сом HANGER FACTORY... HOW 

f | WAS THEA! WASTING МА TIME WORKING 
WT. 


me CT 
OF BUMS 
м. 


Won WHERE bib ! LEAVE “MAT 
ame? THERE'S So МКИ 
pape ӘОЖ AN HERES YUD THINK 
WOULDN'T AUOW РА. MANNER 
To см м тве PLACES / 

5... 


"ERE IT 


"SER итен" POSTCARDS... PONT NERD 
THOSE ANYMORE... HA МА! SLURP 
судар... GOT MIONN REAL Lave ONE ном! В 


„нет TAG. 724 DIFFERENT s TO соок | 


AND SEND INE Rou5GFU "ww. BETER 
Aut ИБ LITLE VOLUME... MIGHT NEED IT оче 


ot 


В. Crumb 


HMM. L WONDER WHAT mu 
LUMP Could PossiBW ВЕ... 
a — d 


NEECM / в NASTY y 
CRAWUNG IHING 


A LA 


| фаты! Чой очт CLEAN AS А PANCAKE ^ 
„мот SINCE | HAVE SUCH Ам AU ENcoM- 
PASSING COMPASSION FOR МА FELLOW 
À CREATURES, ı из Г 
— س‎ eu, "а. Be / 
1 Е vs me МА! үш 
/ ( HANÊ You KON WT | 


YoU LITLE JERK /. | ouor TO 
BRWS MY PIST DONN ON Му AND 


| HAVE GERA фонт ASA 
] PRATE OTIZEN то скуки! 

Чис FINGER OF ANYONE 
WHO BARGES IN ON er 
| MOUSE AND HOME 
PERSONAL VX = v | L 


<< 4 —_ 


Е 


YouR НОЈЕ AND 12 
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{чн ЕВА Б WORKING BUG., 
бот мо TME TO ARGUE Wim LUNATICS... 
Сосомвит / 


(КЕ... gooo 
Y КР must НАУЕ 
стреле (інгі 1 DROPPED 
Ж me ANOLE... Mis SPREAOING 
ж LiKe MAD IN THAT JUNK £ 


HELP! НЕР/ LEMMES ола Ñ 
Here) on бор/ | DONT WANT 2 
49 ФЕ, PLEASE Gob DONT LET \ 
DIES... ЈА 


R. Crumb 


) 


CED 


| 


„ Gob? 
Е МЕ, МЕКЕ 


Csfetz Le) 


Г, 


ОН! PLEASE 


SPAR 


ко 

š $ 
ir - 
ES ££ 
$^ 3534 y 
š Ba, wi 
Ха, ras 5 
EN AT 
2% 2M 2 
„49 555 
NE TAE 
032 3% 
шш PD 
ДЫ) At 
-J- ate 
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рг о SUBWAN 
тмд, уйщ. 109.7 


immer / vu BE " 
STOMPED To A ЧЕМУ!) ~; 


/ а MINK. EVERY BONE 
GROAN 5 BUSTED/ Гр 


me 


R. Crumb 


THERE'S QUIE ^ CROWD неће. 0— 
WATCHING тик CONFLAGRAION / HERE 
SOMEONE WHO мит WAVE geen м ME 
FRE ет: HEAR WHAT WE HAS ТО SANS 


= 一 一 


J 
UNBELIEVABLE, 
Аһ AND GENTLE- 
МАМ... WERE TRY- 
ING То CET OUR 
CAMERAS IN 


SR, Te US, МЕРЕ YOU IN ME FIRE? WERE AU EXCITED Tb KNOW HOW 
КО мен om YOU MANAGE То ESCAPE ? mis FIRE S'ARTED/ ccurD чо) ТЕЦ VS 
WHAT DID чо) SEE? Teu шок) TEU AN TANG ABOUT TANK SIR? What Do YoU 


|| Know ABOUT тай? WHERE WERE YoU wen j 


| — 
[Lo NAS Bown 

[in ТЕ SUB yay. 

y 


(cer ovr ОҒ HERE 


Nu. еле 


SSA 
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ЗА “чой [WERE DONN IN ME SUBWAY! "war's жекеле 
INTERESTING / DD Yo SEE THE FIRE WHEN г 8 Ji 
УРДУ Wes VS тї тш) 
i бо oF МЕ! — 


7 он, YOU ыр) ТТТ 
TING... BND What WERE 


М БМ 

ныт, SIR DONT LEAVE. WE 2% 
LWANT TD KNOW WHY, TELLUS P 
Рав! WAH MUONS об VIEWERS 
WANT TO KNOW WHY 7 


К. Crumb 


Амо So ЕС REAR 
Бъта me сат mist FLEE THE 
WRAtH оғ THE RABBLE / + 


| ШЙ 


CAN T WAT ТА Б Е: 


ROW NAT дм ТИЕ. NAVE ОЁ AAA Е: ~ = 
HEAVEN AM 1 GOING” то Do/ [一 whepc is чият enIGGIN" 
Лисје BIC 80085 ARE Sok ~ | ean Рик“! ЈА TRA TOR | 
me MERE == то 


к = N SMAI nis FACE (What's TAT 
шко ren iW FOR Ам RUMBUNG ?,, 1 

af ene Nw ne) : | : 
^wtu GONNA 
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К. Crumb 


/ oM Ч94/ 
Au. et т т 


: 
i 


ES, ТН GODDAMN _ Fook? y 
= вид. сомы” FULL sreco? < 
E — 


EH 


HRoW 
мє ват T» Fiu OUR HEARTS WIM LO 


SEE THAT мече, 


"а 


| 


^ NL 7 


EACH стара, DONT Чо) SEE ТИГ е 


E сысы: 


Т |= ЕР) 
ЕС” <S TN 


a GOODNIGHT AND X 
Е Coon LUGK то 


AND MERRY CHAST- 


| aw, 
Se 
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—p HOPE WITH Ам МЧ HEMT Тел in 


* мм MBSENSE YOUR GREAT ENE рой, M^ GABRIEUE / mat YO! SHD 

ЖЕ НАЈ NOT DRAINED GNE DROP FROM DEEM МЕ WORTHY oF Убу pius МЕ SE 
(NOR MEART / 1 море THAT фу ARE WIT AN INDESCRIBABLE ¿Y hat «oU E 
ја muis то Leave An тт Yon Have | LOVE МЕ MARES мч ENER NERVE 
ENR KNOWN НОМЕ, ҒАМАЛ, SECURITY - Te Ed wm ECSTACY. / 


R. Crumb 


\ СА 2 
{ММ GABRIELE / AT P ae 


pes 
EVER Абл\ BE p: ч I 
ЖО Es you AM | РОМАН AWAKE! r— d DESIRE FOR VoU GABRIELE / МЧ HERD 
{ond Че LS THERE ure 7 е. 


* 7 ЧАЧ! SWIRLS WITH LOVE FoR you, 
= i Suse , ' А x 
— ТРЕ 5 š MER у. : 


TJ 


\ S уч ¿e SL Н 
T j | -51 
- / L 


WHAT 
TO Че)? YOUR 


CLOTHES ARE Au TORN UP / | 
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4 v 


ARTZ 


HAPPEN ED 


FUR 15 ALL DIRTY AF 


WT ED / 


коте. 


\ 


ш 


м 
54 
T 
z} 

e 


Ff/TL— | FEEL So StTRANG 


| CANT MINK И ум 


HAPPINESS / 


К. Crumb 


175 BEEN A FANTASTIC WIGHT, 
ARIELLE! 1 COULONT BESIN “ro 


я 


ОМА SWEGTNM, THE 
DONT WANT Чоу TO REGRET 


Fon ME BIS DECISION OF YOR Мер, 
Amis vecnon ww ВЕ А VERY IMPORTANT 
| оме FOR YOU, fon 17 win RAGHU ALTER || \(NELEARE - 1 

LER ом THAT NOU WOK THE WRONG 
PATH, SY PURE AND HOW ONE, So WHEN | 


Чаю WOVE LIFE AND WCE ya МАМЕ 
Í МАСЕ THE CHOICE че) wiu NEVER BE 
"6%; 19:99 BEBO - | ASK YoU THIS QUESTION THINK WEU BEFORE 
ls | | ЧОУ ANSWER is 
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GABRIELE, ARE YOU. 
READY то КР AWAN WITH 


ME “TONIGHT 


МАТ FRITZ) WE CANT QUST JUMP 
our ME WINDOW WE'RE LIABLE то GET у 
NUR Фет. er 
ND CITIES AND FOR] E lao a Тең "EN. Guess ИМЕ 
AND RIVERS ме... SO 5 A UTILE EXCITED 
SOUT 415 мно 


R. Crumb 


TL GUESS; мед. ИМЕ To PULL 
TW бо &epsnEETS “NED ToO ETHER. 
вт.) МИ MINK оғ THE MANY 
MONG ScARRY-ENED LOVERS УМО ПАЧЕ 
DONE MACH WHAT We! BOING, 
е 


GABRIELE | \ Guess THAT 


BAD m, GABRIELE, irs A 
AmwNG OF BEAUTY... УМ we ARE DOING 
iç PRECIOUS AND GLORIOUS! THis Win BE 
A мент WE wiw ALWAYS TREASURE IN SUR. 
HEARTS J еми IN THE ees OF ENIL, Colo 
нЕмлер MEAN OLD STIFF-NECKS Does IT 
SEEN BAD / — 
о 


MAKES IT NST AS 
BAD AS IT SEEMS, / | 


с JN 
SURE ЧО) 
(Ам I$ EASY / 
ид. CATCH You ЈЕ 


OKAY, САВА ТЕЦГЕ .. COME, 
| DOWN, MY SWEET И 

um est ru. PASS UNE 
my STUFF ра ~ 


nU DONT KNOW If | 
симв DOWN THAT 


(sweet, Fairey} 


The Complete Crumb Comics 


Ко ми REACA IT? 


R. Crumb 


оң, иу Роси DEAR, GABRIELLE / 
ме You HURT? 


АЦ. 1 СРЕ 15 THAT THE > E 
} Enano DIDNT WAVE oem 4 
САХА Meso ПЕЕ "ЕБ. (S. МЕ THEY рисомећ иъ.,., 
j 1 DONT CARE (F THEY bo/ 
JUL jost тед м 
VA аламы мети MY E 
LIER 'ч ITS TOUGH 
ВАВА) MC In DAD ,/ 
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THIS 

4% CONS ед. 

THT A INSULT, SR. / 
WY SPF 15 NOT 


PABRISULE, WE GOTA СЕТ ФИТА 
я WERE / NOW IF YOU'LL ВЕ So MIND 
AS 16 сет обе OF ME) NEU: 


NO.” 


WEL, WED ETER ET сы.” ES 
- HELP b GATHER UP ALLS 


OKAY, UM SORRY, GUM 15 SUIT 

M FIGURE OF SPEECH MW DEAREST, 
DUNT MEAN M IN ANY Dero gata RY 
ЗЕМЉЕ... NOW | THINK wed BETER... 


BUNK! LISTEN MERE, 一 


PELA BOT TE TAT 
ISA МАРС FIOM yO 


си, 90 YOWRE»-GONNA ВЕ 
IMPERT'NENT, ЕН 2 ONE O' “NOSE 
SNIPPY TEEN-AGERS, EM? vu TECH NOU 
к NÇ OR TWO, оу СТЕ ВРАТ. 


В. Crumb 


eae y 
7 OVER YOV Qo, you 7 AHHH SIGH: WHEEZE.. YOUR, BODY 


/ Sweet -РАМРЕ р 
1 шн ERED, weu FED 15 UNBEIEVARLY SOFT, мн СЕЕ 


CR 


FRITZ, | LOVE 29 So. Го ETHER, Sr = ——— 


| OWT WANT тоёр TE Most HUGE JOY 


А ктен ANY оғ LIVING. 1 WANT > си њу 
MORE ЖО» 2 "e оче YoU ECSTACY, 1 DM ai 
Рене. 2 EM Е You, 
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p 
° 


р so Ferz mo (блемеце 
COME то KNOW WHAT TUIEAVEN 15 


Ам 


7 WOW WE ARE NE, CABR бағ... 


I АМ 


tar ОҒ Чоу AND You ARE Рабл OF МЕ. 
dj мои, NEVER RE TWO SEPERATE CREATURES 


R. Crumb 


COCK CROWED “THREE “TIMES... 
EVIL мек... А ммионо оғ 


м! 
DANS! тә COME / A SIÓN THAT WE 


3 CAUTIOUS AND STEP LIGATIN 
AND LOOR ASKANCE АТ ст RANGERS 
OF Teo 


BUT 
мент 15 WAINING AND WE'D 
BETTER сет GOING, tace ue / 


I робу MEAN THT HE 


мо, NST REAL, Чеч INNOCENT" 
ANGEL MID. AULON Wee FRITZ 
Tw KISS Awal Аш NOUR Tender 


ЕЕ 


The Complete Crumb Comics 


БР Ва 2 
2 T 


d BI 


ARNO — 
š ee 


К. Crumb 


„ ROBERIaA SMITE OFFICE GIRL 


ZA 
- ET 


> 
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К. Crumb 
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К. Crumb 
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mo 


> 


Ни IV W 
Mae d 


+ 


M 
| 


R. Crumb 


~ 


В а ВА Obl FR 
бу 


“ 


> 
ШҰ ` № < US 
па јават | 
N we 7 c 4% я WM 


les 


У; 


ben - АА " » Је: | ~ 
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ОН. | HAVE So MANY 
VESTTONS то ASK Мом... 
Болт You Teu US Чоу || 
Cosa W... A E т 
ка ч | 
Er Lawas vou узео М 
= то UKE те 


47/3 BEEN SP Long SINCE 

WE'VE HEARD FROM чоч „. R 
Мои STULL WORK 
Солт HANGER 


BETOU СОТ " 
LOTSA G^(FRIEND. 


was ONLY 5 > OW, Ем, SIS? 
(ск HIGH, < 


К. Crumb 


RZ 


к | E 4 
^ 


р 
ШУ Yean it's ^ RI 
prem SOFT ^ 


МЕЦ WT БОО КЕ 
ANO SIS CLEAR, OUT 
55 | AN CLEAN УР ME KITCHEN...) 
hen... net N 


The Complete Crumb Comics 


GEE, Ss. BEEN 
INCE 
三 


us се» 


от Y 
Kins YOUR 


TAY Youp UKE T 
(N me CTY, 
MAIN 


1% 
qa 


SIS met. 


AR 
A Es ма por 


И REMEMBER, WHEN Чо) WERE 

JUST А LITTLE TINY кю HOW WE 

USETA CHASE БАСК OTHER, "ROUND 
` WOODS Ay 


KEN, KIN 1 бо BAR wm 
Мом, FRITZ? CAN | ? DYA 


| MINK мом WOULD LEX MET 


В. Crumb 


КЕ; SINGS THIS SWG Song 


ERENADE... AND THOUGH, 
НЕ HASNT MAO МАКИ LUCK 
WITH (Т. MU ПАША Де, 
STK WM ат... 5 

5 4 


; nt Шы 
YO А N) N 


Wet | LETS Go FORA СТ 
SWIM (N TH! OU ? 
RWER, 515 


| 


ми: 
Ди Е, iS 
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War УР 
515... CAN'T RUN 
ИКЕ | USED то... 
Леб МУСА NIGHT 


JETER HURRY оң 
ВЕ ME ROTTEN 


o 
[5 D's rr DOESNT 
Ger ORO. 


IN 


Yeu BRAT! 
Мобооу (aus 
FRITZ THE CAT 


R. Crumb 


| \ а in 
Аф 


(Ts GETIW PRETTY 
LATE 515, NED 
BETTER ве стим“ 


The Complete Crumb Comics 


d [avr come Y 
ARE YOU THERE, 
5157 OH, THERE 
Мој АКЕЛ НА ' 

НА 1 


WE'VE СОМЕ QUITE | 
РАМЕНУ DOWN STREAM 
PUR comes ARE " 
WAN BACK THERE... И, 


Xn 
ІШІ; 
| || у 
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В. CRUMB 
1 MARCH 1962. 
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DRAWINGS MD 

FROM Proto AS 
TAKEN АМ GERMANY 
IN THE 19205 BY 
AUGUST SANDER 


72 


К. Crumb 


"РАКА 57 !' 
13 MARY 1962. 
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NEAT GUY / 


< 
5 
L^ 
2 
© 
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= 


| 


96 o Percent Puro 


| Chicken-L&t 


и | 24 
| (C) mau 16,962. | 
әді шш 


76 


R. Crumb 


16 МАКСА 1962 
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К. Crumb 


FROM 
GERMAN 
PNOTOGRAPH 


"PASTRY 
соок“ 
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ARA 
KU 
RAUTI w 


= X 

RR 
NE 

RS =S 
) 


В. Crumb 
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\ \ 
\ 
| \ 


Вокер \ ‘or 


MANAGER ; 

THERE/ THEY'RE ‘YOUR RDORING FANS 7 THEY BUY YOUR RE— 
CORDS/ THEY MAKE IT POSSIBLI FOR YOU TO HAVE YOUR. LITLE 
THIRTY-TWO ROOM COTTAGE AND CUSTOM SPORTS CARS! 


82 


ГагЪ 7 


== 
ELS 


JUNE 201959 


а 
а 
= 
t 
= 
© 
^ 
< 
JA 
š 
5 


a OCTOBER 1959 


мов, 22. NOVEMBER. 1959 


FARB 


se Ad LA 


222 


+ 


өні 


5 


+ 


A = 
ка 


ВХ ) 
e A <> 
БА $ 


Т ° JANUAR қ 


Қы 


| 


Í EN у | | 
Шо 


..MIKE BRIT, THE COOK... 


MARCH 17, 1969 


~ Раш! Whiteman 


г [<] УС | | | 7 / 
т, : LAY Е 0 


МОМВЕВ МІМЕ 
OCTOBER. 4960 


ОЕ 
MADISON AVENUE AND HOLLYWOOD. р. сайм" 


R. Crumb 


cilc c. 


MEDION E 
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FI AP ру 


A iv 
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В. Crumb 
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R. Crumb 


Tinan 
1928 


R. CRUMB 
APRIL 12,62) 
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wr 
y < 


\ 
N 
N 

d 
M 


МАМЕ j 
ам Е 
| | 


JOSEPH CAWTHORN 
"WE SUNSHINE GIRL” 
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В. Crumb 


poc сетат 


Јов Howuwb 
RS CANTOR 
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R. Crumb 


mi š 
7) 
> Oo 5 
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20069. 
C ORIGINATOR оғ THE SPIT- сом Гу 


IL 2, 6. 


R. Crumb 


hA ad 
|| | 


И TN 
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1900 


110 


В. Crumb 


— с. CRUMB YAS SPOKEN 
МАЧ 1,1962 


"NOTHING MAKES BNN Awl 


SENSE——NOTHING I " 
— с. семь 


мбммб WE IS А WORSE е | 
cu THAN TAKING IT AWAY” Mar SEHR | 
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Ming 


МА 
Na 


5 Pu 


NO No ме 


SANDRA 
OKLAHO 
No 


me Pt 


о със 


С 
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В. Crumb 
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"тоо MUCH таж 
coMES FROM THÉ 
UPS, мот FROM 


лев HEARTS, 
PY ¿s спом 3 


Жегі 


14 


К. Crumb 


15 
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К. Crumb 


AURTAUD 


AUGUST 1962. 7, 
NUMBER Я ЗА 
Ж SS 


TWENTY-FIVE 


L274 


z 
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R. Crumb 


EPILMBER Iga, 
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К. Crumb 
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R. Crumb 


Attention ! 
15 IS THE FIRST 
Те of ARCADE" 

IN TWO YEARS THAT 


DOES NOT CONTAIN СНЕ 
SINGLE DRAWING of 


MABEL / 


| 
—— 
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К. Crumb 
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R. Crumb 


0 мелом МА нЕ ж; 
BGmEEN NEARS 
Nolo tJ. вени 


«сє» Suter, 5 
m 
N 
SD 


—continued from front Лар 


nation's potential invaders and blood enemies in Santo 


(this was before Viet Nam) seemed pretty far 
Still, you never knew 

Robert remembers а roomful of “guys all gigelin 
and cutting up. They told me to strip down and get in 
line. You're standing there in your shoes and socks and 
your underpants. Your valuables are in a pouch that they 
put around your neck with a string. They pulled me 
out of line right away. At that point I was in a complete 
state of terror, and horrified: "Oh my God! This is it! 

This guy came up and said, "Go sce that guy at Desk 
#7: 1 went down there and the guy thumped me on the 
chest, wrote something down: "That's 4F. That's "pec 
toral excavation 
When I think about that whole decade of the "605 

Robert laughs, "where I started to where 1 ended up, 
it's an amazing saga.” One chance turn at this рони. 
one casual decision—to go into commercial comic 
books, for example, or to turn his back on comics 
completely—and Robert might have altered his future 
totally. Picture R. Crumb as Frank Frazetta or Neal 
Adams or Pablo Picasso instead of “Mr. 1960s"! 

One afternoon around this time the two of us were 
sitting in the living room under some framed color 
covers of the old Life humor magazine from the 1920s- 
Held's definitive depictio 
raccoon-coated bathtub gin с 1 kidded 
you'll be the next one of these cartoonists of an era 
Maybe you'll be the John Held, Jr. of the 1960s 

T'm not always a good prophet, but I was on the 
money that time! 


—from the introduction 
by Marty Pahls 


The Complete Crumb Comics: Some More Years of Bitter Struggle 
is the second in a multi-volume series comprising the complete works of 
the legendary cartoonist R. Crumb, one of America's most original, trench- 
ant, and uncompromising satirists. The series will include the earliest, 
heretofore unpublished comic strips, as well as his sketchbooks, under- 
ground comix, dramatic and autobiographical strips, and his classic cartoon 
creations Fritz the Cat and Mr. Natural. 


“When I think about that whole decade of the "605." Robert [Crumb] laughs, “where 
I started to where I ended up, it's an amazing зара.” One chance turn at this point, 
опе casual decision—to go into commercial comic books, for example, or to turn his 
back on comics completely —and Robert might have altered his future totally. Picture 
К. Crumb as Frank Frazetta or Neal Adams or Pablo Picasso instead of “Mr. 1960s!” 

One afternoon around this time the two of us were sitting in the living room under 
some framed color covers of the old Life humor magazine from the 1920s—Held's 
definitive depiction of the flappers, sheiks, and raccoon-coated bathtub gin era. 
“Maybe,” I kidded, “you'll be the next one of these cartoonists of an era. Maybe you'll 
be the John Held, Jr. of the 1960s.” 

Pm not always a good prophet, but I was on the money that time! 


MARTY PAHLS 
from his introduction to this volume 
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